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Author's Notes: 
This is going to be a short one: three chapters!ll | am trying to do this in an effort to keep the writing juices 
flowing--something | have been very bad at recently. | also have to try working on my other stories. Sorry 


guys! But another one where | get to exercise my fluff. 3 


Look for Chapter 2 next week and thank you so much for reading! :-) 


20..40..60..80..100..120.140.. 

| counted the dog-earea, dirty bills | had just pulled out of my underwear drawer. In hindsight, maybe your 
underwear isn't good place to keep dirty money that came from the grimy streets of good ol' Los Angeles. 
Yuck. | tried not to think about it. 


160..180..200.. 


Did | have enough? Did |? God, | fucking hope so. It took me forever to fucking sock this away. | would have had 


more if | didn't have to contribute rent to this shithole | was living in. The place wasn't even fit for the 
roaches to live in | was so sick of seeing them scurry under the greasy stove every time | turned on a 
kitchen light. But it was whatever. As long as they stayed out of my bedroom it was whatever. | just wanted 
to have enough to do this.. This one thing.. 


220..240..260..280..300.. 


My heart started to pound against my ribs. | could hear myself breathing. This was it, | was getting so close! | 
couldn't believe it! And there were more bills still! Fuck, this is awesome! But | had to keep it down. | didn't want 


him to hear me. Then came the hundreds. 


400..500..600..700..800.. 
A few fifties. 

850..950. 

Three tens. 
960..970..980.. 

And a lonely five. 

985. 985 bucks! 


Holy fuck! This was perfect! Absolutely fucking perfect! It had taken almost five months to save this all up, 
but | did it. | smiled, folding up the stack of bills and tucking it safely away in the pocket of my black jeans. | 
grabbed my black boots and slipped them on. | stared at my nightstand drawer: THE drawer, the one that hid 
my only source of income from everyone, including him.. | thought about bringing a few bags with me, in case | 


needed to sell any off.. but | thought better of it. Cops might be onto me. Never know in a city like LA. But | 
wasn't going to let that bother me. Today was going to be perfect. 


| walked down the hall to Axl's room. The door was ajar, and it was surprisingly neat. The curtains were shut 
all the way, even though it was almost nine o'clock in the morning. He rarely opened his curtains. | smiled and 
shook my head. Only Axl would do that. My heart glowed, warming the rest of my body a litle. His bed was 
empty, not made yet. Maybe he'd gone down to make what little we had for breakfast. He wasn't a morning 
person and didn't eat breakfast that much, but when he did, he shared what he had with me. It was one of the 
things | loved about him, even though he had a short temper and a shorter fuse, and sometimes experienced 
several moods in the space of an hour. | looked down the stairs. The couch was vacant, and | didn't hear any 


noise from the kitchen. | frowned. Where was he? 


| got my answer in ten seconds. The bathroom door open and he came out, topless, drying his hair. His 


porcelain skin shone in the light coming through the windows in the tiny apartment, his bright red dripping wet 
down his back as he toweled it dry. My heart stopped and my breath caught a little in my chest. God, he was 
fucking beautiful.. THE most beautiful man ever to grace this God-forsaken Earth.. My face burned a little. He 


must have felt me looking at him, because he turned my way and smiled sleepily. 


"Hi." He yawned, waving his hand a bit. | nodded, but | was grinning and praying to whatever God existed that 
only | could hear my pounding heart. He walked towards me, buttoning his jeans. My body felt lighter than air. 
He was the only person in the world who had this effect on me. It was better than being drunk, or high. And 


almost better than sex. 


"Well, good morning to you too. You're up early, what's the occasion?" | asked, looking him up and down. It was 
hard not to stare at him. Really hard. Especially when | wanted to stroke his bare chest and lick the water 
that dripped down his back from his hair. He shrugged. 


"Eh. Just couldn't get back to sleep is all" He yawned. It was kind of adorable. | tried not to play with my 
fingers. Goddamn my nervous habits. It was time to just bite the bullet and go for it, Stradlin. This was the 


moment. Everything was falling to place. 


"I know that feeling. Hey, listen, Ax, did you want to-| dunno-get out of the house for a bit, maybe? | wanna 
spend the day with you. We haven't done that in a while." | tried to pass it off with a shrug, like it was just a 
careless thought in my head, an effortless suggestion. Truth was | felt like my heart was going to burst. Keep 
it together, man, keep it together- 


Axl blinked. He looked like a cat that was mildly interested in a new toy. He squeezed the remaining water 
droplets out of his hair and draped the towel around his neck. 


"Uh-sure. Why not. | have nothing else to do today." He said. | wanted to hug him in relief, but thought better 
of it. Yeslll He said yes!! Holy fucking Mary! Ok, ok, be cool, dude.. Let's not get overexcited. Axl might notice.. 
And | wasn't quite ready to tell him how | felt about him right here at this very moment. The nights where | 
sat next to him on the porch, in sweatshirts, smoking cigarettes and basking in the intense warmth that 
radiated from him. The mealtimes at the table where we made idle, but sentimental conversation, even if we 


had nothing to eat. He was-special to me.. Now was the time for me to show him, to prove it to him. 


"Great. I'm ready when you are." | said, casually sticking my hands in my pockets, brushing the folded bills, my 
testament to how much he meant to me. Even though he didn't know it yet, it gave me confidence. Yes, even 


cool, unruffled Izzy could get nervous sometimes. | just wanted today to be perfect. And.! wanted today to be 


the day that | tell him everything.. 
"Sure. Hey, is it ok if | eat first? I'm kinda hungry." Axl said, throwing his towel over his shoulder. 


"Well, all we have left is that lo mein from Tuesday night. And you don't want that, trust me. Why don't we go 
out to breakfast? I'll buy." | offered. He stared at me and smirked. 


"Very funny, lz. You're as broke as | am. Oh well, | guess. | work a I2-hour shift tomorrow, but rent's due.. 
Shit.. maybe | can ask Duff for some leftover pastries." His voice faded. He tended to do that when he 
rambled, which he did a lot. But | loved listening to his deep, soothing voice, so | didn't mind. | used to always 


ask him to sing when he came over in Indiana. He was incredible. 


"Wrong. | have so money for a change. Let me buy." | said, pulling the bills out to show him. | fanned them out 
like a casino dealer. His eyes got really wide and he backed into the wall, like he couldn't believe how much 


money | was holding in my hand. | thought he was going to faint for a second. 


"H-holy shit, Izzy! Where-where the hell did you get all that? Did you rob a bank, or win the lottery?" He 
gasped, his hand hovering over his mouth. | giggled, | couldn't help it, he looked so cute and funny in such a 


comical state of shock. 


"Work. I've been saving it for a while. And its mine to do with what | damn well please. You're hungry, so | 
want to take you out to eat, and | want to spend time with you. And l'm going stir crazy shut up in here, so 
get a shirt, tiger, and let's go." | grinned. He threw his towel at me and laughed before disappearing into his 
bedroom. | loved hearing that too. He was so unpredictable and unstable that it was really beautiful when he 
smiled and laughed, especially after he'd had a dark or violent episode. 


He came back from his room, pulling a shirt down over his lean, slender stomach. | tried my hardest not to 


stare. His hair was just about dry. He smiled and raised his eyebrows. 

"Well? Are we going or did you change your mind?" He joked. | mock-sneered at him. 

"Smartass. Come on, let's get breakfast" 

| let him leave first so | could watch him. My whole body lit up. In my numb mind, in my disbelief, | could not 


believe this was happening. | was going out with him, even if he didn't know how | felt, and we were going to 


spend the day together. | could not believe he was here with me. 


Chapter 2 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter 2! | am really trying to whip myself into shape here! And | think now | am really going to do it. 


| met Duff McKagan in person on Monday and read his new book. He had a lot of inspiring things for writers 
and | am going to give them a go. 


Thank you to sgSixx for being my awesome personal coach and BETA. Without her, this would not be possible. 
Thank you also to everyone who stuck with me and reads and reviews all my stuff. You rock. m/ m/ 


We stepped out of the dingy apartment to survey the world. It was a Tuesday, so all of the hard-working 
"normal people" had already gone to work. | checked my cracked, but still working, watch. It was quarter after 
rine. Golden sunshine was bouncing off of windows. It shone in his red hair and turned it into fire. His skin was 
glowing. | lit a cigarette and stared at him, my aviators hiding my eyes, thankfully, because | wasn't sure if | 
was blinking. His white Ramones T-Shirt hugged his every curve, and his black jeans fit him like a glove. God 
damn ! He looked over at me and flashed a small smile. 


"Where did you want to go eat?" He asked, digging a cigarette out of his pocket and lighting it. | did the same. 
Be cool, Izz, be cool. Gotta play it cool. Don't give yourself away..yet. 


"Well, there's always Denny's. Think Kat or Laurie are working today?" | shrugged. 


"Kat might be, but Laurie has Tuesdays off. Sure, we can go there if you want." Axl said, exhaling smoke. | liked 
that sound. Wow, | must be fucking weirder than | thought.. 


"Cool. Sounds like a plan" 


We walked there. It started off more than a little awkward. Axl probably noticed, but couldn't figure out why 
deep down. Meanwhile in my head, | couldn't shut off my thoughts, bouncing around the inside of my brain like 
fucking jumping beans on steroids. | can't believe it, | can't believe he's right here, walking next to me, that this 
day is actually happening. | couldn't remember the last time he and | actually spent time alone together. Or, at 
least, together like this. It had to be at least 5 years. | fucking hoped my cheeks weren't turning pink, like some 
fucking virgin on her wedding night. Axl broke the silence. 


"So, how did you save all that money?" He asked, adjusting his black hat and glancing sideways at me from 
underneath its brim. | tried not to let my nerves show. Ha Nice try, Axl. | think. 


"That is for me to know, and you to maybe find out later." | teased, finishing my cigarette. He stared at me in 
mock astonishment. | smirked to myself. Ha, got him. 


"What the hell, you can't even tell me? | thought we were friends!" Axl said, feigning hurt. | laughed, staring at 
his best attempt at a puppy-dog face. It was that, little moments like that that drove me crazy: how 


comfortable he was around me, the way he could just let everything down, nothing held back.. 


Not me.. | was holding back.. There was a lot he didn't know about me.. | had changed a lot since | had moved 
to LA. | started dealing drugs, and doing ‘em too. | got in with all sorts of people | never would have spoken to 
if I'd still been back in Indiana. | let girls suck me off for drugs. And.. | developed a burning love and want for 
my best friend of six years. A love | couldn't even pluck up the courage to tell him about.. Yeah, | can really 


lay all my cards on the table.. seriously, how fucking pathetic was |? 


"22? Everything ok?" An arm in my chest stopped me in my tracks. | turned, knowing exactly whose arm it 
was even before | looked. But | looked anyway because | wanted to see his pretty face. Axl had stopped in his 
path, looking at me. He had taken off his aviators, his shield, revealing his gorgeous, sea-green eyes. They were 
full of concern God, | could lose myself in them forever, and I'd be perfectly happy with that. 

"Oh, yeah Sorry, just got lost in thought. Don't sweat, I'm ok" | said casually, mentally dusting myself off. | 
really need to stop with the mental philosophical debates.. | don't want him to worry. 


"Oh. Ok. | dunno, | was just worried that you... nah. Forget it. Nevermind." Axl said, looking away. | thought | saw 
the worry flash brightly in his eyes. No, Ax, don’t look like that.. I'm ok. | reached out my hand to touch him on 
the shoulder. | wanted to, he looked like he needed it. Why was | so nervous all of a sudden? It was just 
squeezing his shoulder; I'd done it and more a million times before? Why the hell was it such an issue for me 
now? 

Axl's stomach growled loudly, breaking the silence. He grinned, embarrassed, and flushed the color of his hair. 
Aww. Pink was a cute color on him. Before he could notice my hand hanging in mid-air, | patted his tight belly 
instead. He batted my hand away like a cat. 

"You're still buying, right? Because | am fucking starving.” 

"You don't say...” 


* eK 


"Are you really going to eat all that?" | laughed over my coffee at the huge plate of food Axl had ordered. 
"Goddamn, | think you went a bit overboard there, Ax" He raised his eyebrows. 
"Yes, I'm going to eat all this. What's that look for?" 


"Nothing, man." | smiled into my cup. God he was so adorable. But don't underestimate the guy, he really could 


eat. He even surprised me sometimes. He could eat whatever he wanted and not gain weight at all. He was 
perfect. But right now, this perfect man was glaring at me over his fork And there was a hint of actual 
irritation in it. So, | put down my cup, because | knew what might come next. | loved every bit of him.. even 


this bit. 


"For your information, Izzy, | haven't actually eaten anything since fucking Sunday morning. It's Tuesday. | had 
to help pay rent, didn't |? Excuse me for being hungry, ok? Damn." He said in a slightly irritated mumble that | 
only | could hear before going back to his eggs. | knew how to handle this, being well-practiced, | guess. 


"Hey, | didn't say it was a crime to want to eat." | said gently, reaching for his forearm across the table, 
trying not to put my elbow in his buttered toast. "If you're hungry, then eat whatever you want. l'm the last 
person to judge, trust me." | ate some of my bacon. He met my eyes, | could see his gaze softening a little. | 
was good at this. Like | said, | loved all parts of him. 


But | had to diffuse the bomb. It was a little bomb, but it was still a bomb. | wanted him to be happy. It was 
all about him today. Plus, he had one of the most gorgeous smiles in the fucking world. He could light up a 
room when he was happy. He fucking glowed. | wanted to see that. 


"So, where did you want to go today? Anywhere special?" | asked him, finishing my coffee. He looked back up 
from his plate, still making quite a bit of headway on his breakfast. 


"Go?" 

"Yeah. We can go anywhere you want. The sky is pretty much the limit, man" | said. He looked at me 
thoughttully, his green eyes glowing warmly. They reminded me of the big green moths that used to hang out 
sometimes on the side of my house in the summer. They were the same color. Did | really just compare his 


eyes to a bug? Wow.. what the hell is wrong with me? 


"How about we just go for a walk? Its a nice day out." Axl suggested, sipping at his orange juice. He had cleaned 
his plate completely. Damn. 


A walk with Axl.spending time with the guy, getting to admire him without being thought of as weird (as long 
as | wore the shades, anyway)..What better way to start out day together? 


"Sounds like a perfect idea" | said, finishing the last bit of food on my plate too. He beamed. | smiled slightly, 


remembering to be cool. 


But on the inside, | was beaming too. 


